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We sit mute.
Let the call of the flood-tide come from

the sea>
We remain still.

Do you hear that laughter ?
Yes, yes, it is laughter.

What a relief! We have never
heard that sound for an age,

We had been choking, for want of
the breath of laughter.

This laughter conies to us like the
April rain.

Whose is it ?

Cannot you guess ? It is our
Chandra.

What a marvellous gift of laughter
he has ! It is like a waterfall. It
dashes all the black stones out of the
path.

It is like sunlight. It cuts the mist
to pieces with its sword.